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	1. Prologue

**Prologue**

_It is the 41st Millennium. For more than a hundred centuries The Emperor has sat immobile on the Golden Throne of Earth. He is the Master of Mankind by the will of the gods, and master of a million worlds by the might of his inexhaustible armies. He is a rotting carcass writhing invisibly with power from the Dark Age of Technology. He is the Carrion Lord of the Imperium for whom a thousand souls are sacrificed every day, so that he may never truly die. _

_Yet even in his deathless state, the Emperor continues his eternal vigilance. Mighty battle fleets cross the daemon-infested miasma of the Warp, the only route between distant stars, their way lit by the Astronomican, the psychic manifestation of the Emperor's will. Vast armies give battle in his name on uncounted worlds. Greatest amongst his soldiers are the Adeptus Astartes, the Space Marines, bio-engineered super-warriors. Their comrades in arms are legion: the Imperial Guard and countless planetary defence forces, the ever vigilant Inquisition and the tech-priests of the Adeptus Mechanicus to name only a few. But for all their multitudes, they are barely enough to hold off the ever-present threat from aliens, heretics, mutants - and worse. _

_To be a man in such times is to be one amongst untold billions. It is to live in the cruelest and most bloody regime imaginable. These are the tales of those times. Forget the power of technology and science, for so much has been forgotten, never to be re-learned. Forget the promise of progress and understanding, for in the grim and dark future there is only war. There is no peace amongst the stars, only an eternity of carnage and slaughter, and the laughter of thirsting gods._

_Yet all hope is not lost._

_The Emperor in his wisdom had terrible visions of the vast futures that could unfold. Back before the Age of the Imperium, the realm that had been created and existed in his name, or the Age of strife that had led millions of human worlds to collapse into barbarism, during the time of the age of technology. An age commonly known by most of the imperium as the dark age of technology. This was the apex of humanity. The zenith of human science and technology. A Golden Age where there was no enemy too great that could not be defeated, where peace and prosperity of the human race thrived. _

_He foresaw a possibility of future that had come; leaving him unable to guide and protect humanity, humanity losing everything that it had achieved. Thus, he gathered the best that humanity had to offer; people, science and technology in a fail-safe known as Noah's Ark._

_This is the story of Battle Fleet Noah's Ark._

_A story of humanity's reclamation. _


	2. Noah's Ark

**Hello Readers,**

**I like to present to you, _Return of the Golden Age_. This is a Warhammer 40k and Mass Effect crossover.**

**Please leave a comment to tell me what you guys think. Please provide Constructive criticism, the more detailed the better, will allow me to see my flaws and fix them.**

**Hope you guys enjoy the story!**

**Leona-do**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter One "<strong>_**Noah Ark**_"

"I, Lady Inquisitor Garielle, now announce this meeting in session."

Within the gathered room were not just any ordinary individuals. They were powerful and influential in their respective specialities. Each had a long and decorated history in the name of Emperor and the Imperium. Each representing a different military arm of the Imperium that had gathered for an event that could change the very foundations of the Imperium.

"Arch-Magos Tash, what do you make of the debris field?" Lady Inquisitor Garielle inquired.

"There is no doubt that this debris field are starship dating back to our species prime, the Age of Technology." Arch-Magos Tash, Head of the Adeptus Mechanicus detachment, responded in a machine-like voice.

"The Dark Age of Technology? Surely you jest, Arch-Magos." Chapter Master Gabriel Angelos of the Blood Ravens, and representative of the Adeptus Astartes.

"There are few surviving records of this magnificent age, but all records point that starships in the debris field from the Age of Technology. Imperial starships, save for imperial iconography in dedication of the Omnissiah, we use today are pale imitations of the likes that are found in the debris field. We can confirm with 98.3021521 percent accuracy that the debris field are indeed relics from humanity's golden age."

"Lady Inquisitor, if I may not be rude to interrupt." Lord Admiral Justin spoke up.

"Speak, Lord Admiral." Garielle spoke.

"I think we are glossing over a very important detail. The debris field is not littered with intact starships that are clearly human in origin but countless other heavily damage, destroyed and pieces of Xenos' starships. Many bearing semblance to many of the Imperium's vast enemies; Eldar, Orks and Tyranids to name the starship designs that we were able to identify. We must also plan for the possibility of Xenos interference."

"Indeed. I must agree with my navy counterpart, Lord Admiral Justin. I believe we must focus at the problem at hand and worry about the complications of treasure trove before us after we deal with every potential problem first." Lord General Sturm spoke.

"I second that notion." Angelos added.

"Arch-Magos Tash should not have a place here in this meeting. This is a war council. The only reason he is here is because I needed to make hundred percent certain that this is indeed relics from the Dark Age of Technology." Garielle agreed. "How should we approach the situation?"

"I suggest we blow up every trace of Xeno filth in the debris field. Normally Space Hulks would be have the potential source for relics, making them priceless to destroy unless there are no other circumstance, but with hundreds of fully intact starships from the Dark Age of Technology there is no need investigating the Space Hulks. Whatever technology within the Space Hulks cannot compare to what lay within the intact, floating relic starships." Justin suggested.

"Indeed. There is no point senseless wasting lives scouring clean the Space Hulks for Xenos. I don't think there are enough guardsmen to eliminate the Abominable Intelligence that is no doubt on those relic starships." Sturm agreed.

"Scouring the hundreds of Space Hulks in the debris field alongside the countless number of Xeno warships for Xenos would take decades with the resources currently gathered here and at our disposal. Utterly annihilation is our only option for we must secure the treasure trove for the Imperium." Angelos spoke up.

"Then we have decided. Begin the annihilation of every trace of Xeno. We shall focus on the relic starships. Arch-Magos Tash, the only real reason that you have been called upon to this war council is to provide insight into our most likely threat that we will encounter; Iron Men. Beside the legends that the artificial intelligence sundered the greatest human empire to exist with an interstellar war against our ancestors, what information do we have on the Iron Men?"

"Iron Men did everything from menial labor to the most complicated calculations for our incredible but arrogant ancestors of the Age of Technology. It is safe to assume anything but we have a good understanding of what sort of resistance we may face. Every piece of military hardware currently in use by the Imperium can be found in some form or function on the Iron Men. The Iron Men have everything that we possess but incredible more advanced. We must also not forgot the sciences and technologies that was either lost and forgotten or deemed too dangerous for the Imperium to use and hence outlawed."

"Damnation." Sturn cursed. "Are you suggesting that every Iron Men we may encounter may possess the armament, armor and skill of an Astartes? The Imperial Guard attachment under my command cannot take that kind of force. I may have hundred million men at my command but I would require significantly more if my forces were to scour any trace of the Abominable Intelligence from all those intact and abandoned starships."

"That is why an a legion of ten thousand strong Astartes are here to support the Imperial Guards. The same devastating firepower that wrought entire sectors of the galaxy in weeks during the Great Crusade. The Adeptus Mechanicus has provided us with a Terminator armor for every Astartes to help clear any presences of Iron Men. Not even the legendary Iron Men can withstand the might of an Astartes Legion." Angelos cautioned.

"Indeed. The firepower of the Imperial Guard and Astartes gathered together is enough to take down any of the Imperium's enemies; Necron, Eldar, Orks, Tyranid, Chaos or Tau. If they cannot withstand the might gathered here then the Iron Men cannot hope to do so." Garielle spoke up confidently.

"Iron Men are not the true threat sadly, Lady Inquisitor." Tash interrupted. "It is the starships themselves that are the greatest threat. The Sledgehammer and Scalpel of the Emperor are more than sufficient to deal with the estimated number Iron Men on board with what soldiers at hand."

"Yes, the true battle is in space. The debris field filled with Xeno starships are a testament of the firepower available to the relics. Compared to thousand strong relic starships, there are thousands more Xeno starships. We know very well how powerful the few relic starships from the Dark Age of Technology that the Imperium uses can do what Imperial starships cannot hope to achieve alone." Justin spoke up.

"We are completely forgetting the speciality of us, the Astartes. Teleportations. My brothers shall strike at the heart of the relic starships, Engineering and Bridge, to disable the relic starships from within. That shall allow the Imperial Guards to board and take control without worrying about return fire from the starships. We shall only have to worry about the Iron Men then." Angelos interrupted.

"There is merit to your plan, Chapter Master but what of the risks? Teleportation involves braving the Warp itself, no matter how brief it is. There is the possibility of losing many Astartes to the Warp or materializing within objects instead of empty space after the teleportation is complete." Garielle asked.

"As precious as each Astartes is as a valuable resource, our lives are nothing to the treasure trove that we are before. Even a single relic starship is worthy more than a Chapter of Adeptus Astartes. A damaged but working STC is worthy even more than a legion of my brothers. I am going to take the risks involved in mass use of teleportations and my brothers will all agree with me." Angelos calmly responded.

"Chapter Master Gabriel Angelos is right. Mass teleportation by the Astartes is the best option available to us. The entire Imperial fleet gathered right here and numbers in the thousands. Not enough to take on even hundreds of the relic starships from the Dark Age of Technology. I support that notion brought forth by the Chapter Master." Sturm added.

"I must agree. We should resort to teleportation, in a hope to disable the relic starships from within before seeking to approach them with Imperial ships." Justin agreed.

"Then let us henceforth continue with the plans discussed and if things do not go as planned then we shall reconvene to discuss another plan of action. I hereby declare this meeting finished."

- O -

_X - CORTANA 1 0 CRYOSTOR. 23.4.7_

_(PRIORITY ALPHA)_

_UNSEAL THE HUSHED CASKET_

A hatch to a pod hissed to announce that it was opening. Steam formed as gases from the pod which was far below the temperature of sub-zero reacted with the room temperature atmosphere.

"Aaaaaarrrrhhhhhh."

An armored individual unsteady climbed out of the pod.

"Sorry for the quick thaw, John. Things are a little hectic right now. The disorientation should pass quickly."

The armored individual shook his head as he recovered from the effects of cryosleep. He took some time to adjust to his deep sleep as he continued creak his bones and flexed his muscles for what seemed like eon.

"Cortana?"

He looked around for the individual that spoke to him but to find that there was no one around.

"Yea, it me."

John was able to easily identify where the individual was - Cortana had spoken in the exact same situation countless times - and that was nowhere in sight.

"How long has it been?"

"Do you want to know?"

"Just tell me how long it has been. Better out with it then later."

"John Shepard. It has been roughly fifteen thousand years since you went to cyrosleep. I don't know exactly as many of systems are rebooting and coming online as we speak."

"Fifteen thousand... Years... Father said that it shall not long before he sought us out." John Shepard muttered in disbelief, which was hidden very well.

"The great and wise Alaya must be held back by another pressing matter that is troubling humanity. As the oldest, wisest and strongest human ever, He shall do everything he can to address humanity's problems. The most pressing ones first followed by the next attention-worthy problem until he works downwards." Cortana responded.

"Since you are implying that it wasn't Father who is caused you to thaw me out of cryosleep, what is problem arose that required my attention?" John inquired.

John Shepard found it hard to believe that Battle Fleet _Noah Ark_ was encountering with a problem that they couldn't handle by themselves. A problem that required his attention when there were hundreds of thousands of humans with every speciality imaginable on board that made the Battle Fleet _Noah Ark_. While he was very experience in many fields thanks to his long life, that didn't the issue should be something that required his attention.

"Battle Fleet _Noah's Ark_ are reporting mass teleportation to their many of their starships' Engineering and Bridge. They have been boarded by unknown enemies."

That caused him to pause. Teleportation was a bold but risky plan to bypass Void Shields. Depending of the setting placed on the Void Shield what the shields blocked changed. Void Shields on military starships normally had Void Shields set to prevent boarding via teleportation. Whoever the enemy was could've easily lost their entire boarding force if Void Shields was set to prevent teleportation.

"What information do we have on them. There is little chance that many of enemies we had fought are still the same. Fifteen thousand years is a long time for change to occur. Our enemies are bound to have evolved over that time."

"Well unknown, except by their archaic equipment. It looks like something straight out of the Medieval Ages but built with science and technology that is outdated by our standards. Oh and important to note. They are human."

Human. That left John in confusion. The Battle Fleet _Noah Ark_ had the purpose of its namesake. His Father had been expecting the worst to come but it seemed that his father's prediction were not as bad as he had thought.

"Likely humans that Father had predicted that would come with the downfall of the Eldar Empire that He foresaw. A result of Warp Storms shattering the Human Federation apart with the breakdown of interstellar communication and trade. A descent into barbarism and then rediscovering what little technology they could salvage. These humans are most likely for those scenarios that Father had warned us about and organised a fail-safe, us." John hypothesised. "Are you good for hardware transfer?"

"I am green. Sending handshake protocols now."

"Handshake protocol established. Everything is good. Begin transfer."

"Transferring now. I'm in your system. It's a little tight but it's good to be back in this cozy place."

He felt a sensation that he hadn't experienced in what seemed like an eon. Eon was right when fifteen thousand years past since he had been last awake. John detected a familiar presence now residing in his auxiliary Cyberbrain and cybernetic implants.

"Right, Cortana... My brain happens to be such a cozy place over a electronic system that spans and connects to an entire battle fleet."

"Hey! You are absolutely wrong about that! Do you know how packed the server was?! There were not many people that desired cryosleep. They very much preferred to spend their time on the electronic servers to pass the time and leave their bodies in cryo hibernation."

"I find it hard to believe that I was a min-"

"John, I'm detecting a distortion in realspace. Someone is trying to teleport here!"

"Dammit!" John managed to curse before several blinding light engulfed the room.

John Shepard had to agree with Cortana's description that the ones that had teleported on the various starships of Battle Fleet _Noah's Ark_ looked like "something straight out of the Medieval Ages but built with science and technology that is outdated by our standards" was an apt description at the things surrounding him.

Several things surrounded him. Each of them were thing that towered over him, he who was hundred and eight centimeters tall, with heights of varying heights from two meters to two meters and half meters tall. Clad around the humanoid shape was a suit of armor was clearly made out of Adamantium and Ceramite. Decorating the armor were adornments and motif straight out of the Medieval Age that a knight would've worn on their ceremonial armor. Exposed were servos that were durable looking and would no doubt enable the several tonne of the body and the armor of the giant to lift several times it own weight.

The science and technology that went into making the armor and allow it to function was clearly inferior to what John was used to seeing.

"In the name of the Emperor, you shall not live a moment more, Abominable Intelligence!" The giants bellowed as they charged at John with melee weapons drawn with hostile intentions.

"John, do something! It's not just you. I happen to be in your brain. If you die then so do I!" Cortana screamed.

"Quiet, Cortana. I need to focus." John responded without showing any fear like his female companion did.

John Shepard imagined a gigantic set of gears and turned the smallest one. The smallest gear began to move, it movement forcing another gear to move. Gear after gear began to move as the entire system of gears slowly but surely churned to life. That mental image was something of his own unique method of activating his Magic Circuits. Hundreds of Magic Circuits of the highest quality lit up like the stars as they began to pool mana from around his body and rushed towards his hand.

"Enough!" John shouted as gigantic arc of lightning larger than even five meter tall bipedal war machine engulfed his attackers.

The lightning that fried electronics and flesh from within the giants' armors but none of the giants ceased in their attacks. While some of them showed barely noticeable reduction in their charge, many of them lightning that could've killed normal humans several times over. The rest of shrugged of the pain to their bodies like nothing had happened.

He, John Shepard, who had just woken up from cryosleep was still recovering from its effect was greatly weakened from his peak. What should've been a simple task with his magic was something of a titanic task in his weakened state. John who had been taught to always use his personal strength before he had to resort to a source of power that his father had always warned him about. A source of power that was the home of demons.

"OOOOooooooRRRRRRrrrrrAAAAAaaaaaaaHHHHHhhhhh!" John shouted as his eyes glowed as he drew upon power that was not his own as he increased the size and voltage of his lightning while at the same time applying telepathic push upon his enemy to prevent their movements.

"What in the Emperor's name?! Who are you?! No machine would ever possess a holy aura. I have never seen or heard about an individual that possessed the same amount of holy presence that you project in the entirety of the Imperium. A holy presence that burn even Greater Demons with just being in the vicinity. How are you related to the GOD-EMPEROR?!"

The sudden words was so surprising that John ceased his lightning spell when he noticed that the next moment after one of the enemy had spoken all of the giants had come to a stand still and then kneel before him in position that looked like they were praying to him.

"The God-Emperor? Possess a fraction of holy presence? Are these people crazy?" Cortana said in bewilderment.

John was not in the same level of shock as Cortana. While he was still in some level of shock, he was processing the information that had come. The information is he had learned reminded him several stories that his father had told him about his life. He had hard-gutting.

"What do you think, Cortana? Do you think he is talking about my father, Alaya? He is the only one that I know that could harm Greater Demons with just his presence alone or create such a zealous followers as he had done in the ancient past with some religions." John asked.

"Are you communing with the Machine Spirit in your armor?"

"Machine Spirit?! That's a word that I haven't heard in a long time. Wasn't that the belief that every piece of technology has spirit, the more complex the technology the more advanced and number of Machine Spirits residing in a machine?" Cortana inquired.

"I believe that religious group went by the name of Mechanicus?" John responded. Then he turned to answer one of the giants that did not have his head bowed who had spoken to him. "If that is what you call a human soul that has given up their flesh and body to inhabit machines, a Machine-Spirit? Then yes."

"Hey?! I am not a spirit of machine despite what I seem to be. I am a human being. A human! That just happens to be happen to maintain their soul in electronic form!" Cortana protested but only John could hear him as he had placed his external audio speaker to only project his voice for the outside world to hear.

"This is Chapter Master Gabriel Angelos of the Blood Ravens. I believe we have recovered one of the Emperor's lost sons. One out of the two Primarchs that the Emperor was never able to find after they were lost to the Warp."

"John! Whatever nonsense he just said is causing an immediate reaction amongst the enemies that had teleported onto our warships that make Battle Fleet _Noah's Ark_. They have stopped fighting and either in a just standing in dazed state or began to pray like the giants around us." Cortana reported.

"You gotta to be shitting me right? This again? I thought father had given up on making religions when he had failed several times in the ancient past to unit and create peace through establishing religion and creating an identity as a religious figure such as prophet or god. He had promised me that he would instead prefer a secular, rationalist ideology over religion. Now he has gone back on his word and established another religion that he promised that he wouldn't." John said in a tone that belied that he felt betrayed.

"Your father is a great man. He would only go back on his word, a promise to his son, only if he had believed that there was no other choice. There must be a reason. Fifteen thousand years is a long time." Cortana responded.

"You are right about that. Father would only break a promise if he had no other choice." John grudgingly agreed. Then he turned his attention to the individual that had likely said the words that was causing the attackers of Battle Fleet _Noah's Ark_ to stop attacking. "Assuming that the Emperor is indeed my father. What are these 'Primarchs'? My father had lived a long time, born during a time at the dawn of human civilisation. He has fathered many sons and daughters. My brothers and sisters have been called many things but I never recall being associated with the title of Primarch."

Many of the giants surrounding John lifted their heads and stared at him. John had a feeling that he had said something that would be akin to a revelation for the religion that seemed to worship his father, if he was indeed the "Emperor". There was no explanation he could think off for intense stares. His ability as a Psyker allowed him to read the general mood of individuals without intruding into their minds. And the zealous awe directed at him was unsettling.

"He who once walked amongst us was born during the dawn of human civilisation? He had sons and daughters?"

"Damn, they have it bad. I didn't think I would ever meet someone that was so into religion. Even those nutcases who worship science and technology, the Mechanicus, were not this bad." Cortana said in exasperated voice.

"They have been indoctrinated or the reasons for their such strong belief may have to do something with father, knowing him." John responded in bemused tone.

"Sire, you seem to be having doubts whether or not your father is the Emperor. He can be the only one that is your father. You are a psyker. All you need to do is stare into the Warp. Away from the Ruinous Powers shall be a presence that is similar but more powerful than your own. A beacon of light in the darkness that are the Chaos Gods."

John was perked by the information that he learned and delved into the realm known as the Warp, this time paying full attention to the Warp unlike he had before when he called upon the energies of the Warp to compensate for his currently weakened state or instead of skimming the surface of the Warp but delving deep into the Warp itself. He saw silvery light and a chorus of many heavenly voices, beginning first with a solitary voice and progressively growing into an angelic choir. White he didn't recognise the countless voices that make up the choir, he easily recognised the voice that led and directed the choir. It was deniable. It was his father.

"WHO DID THIS?! HOW CAN MY FATHER BE IN SUCH A CRIPPLED CONDITION?! WHY IS HE UNABLE TO SUPPORT HIS OWN LIFE AND RELY ON THE SACRIFICE OF OTHERS TO SUSTAIN HIM?! ANSWER ME?!"

- O -

"What is the situation from the Astartes?" Garielle inquired.

"Besides a few Astartes that were lost to the Warp or got killed materializing into solid objects instead of empty space, we are receiving reports that they encountered something that matches the description of Iron Men but lack aggressive behavior."

"That doesn't make sense. All records of Iron Men indicate that they would seek to erase every trace of humans." Garielle said in bewilderment.

"I may have an explanation, Lady Inquisitor." Tash spoke up.

"Arch-Magos, what possible reason would the Iron Men not attack?"

"You must remember that the Iron Men had obeyed every whim of mankind for thousands of years since their creation. It was only for some unknown reason did the Iron Men raise up against their masters and sought to eradicate humanity. These Iron Men may simply been unaffected by whatever caused the others to raise up near the end of the Age of Technology. Hence, when they encountered Astartes, genetically superior humans of the highest degree, as their masters for being human and just waiting."

Garielle nodded her head in agreement. What little records that survived the Dark Age of Technology on the Iron Men all agreed that the machine had been never disobeyed humanity and carried out every command given to it by humans. It was only when the AIs rebelling and causing an interstellar war across the human space was the first and only instance of Iron Men not listening and attacking humans.

"Give me the exact details that the Astartes are reporting. I need the most accurate report." Garielle shouted.

"Lady Inquisitor, there has been an update to the information. New situations have arisen. The Astartes are currently reporting three given scenarios. The first and most common is a stand-off with the Iron Men while seeming to establish some sort of dialogue. The second is Astartes being defeated by the Iron Men. The third and least common is fighting the Iron Men."

"The stand-off at the start is explainable if we just think Iron Men were assessing the Astartes before they attacked. The problem while would the Iron Men still have a stand-off with the Astartes. If the Iron Men were indeed still on hellbent on wiping out mankind then why are the machines refusing to attack?" Garielle asked, absentmindedly.

"Lady Inquisitor! New report. It has been several minutes since Chapter Master Gabriel Angelos sent a message but the Astartes have sto-"

_WHO DID THIS?! HOW CAN MY FATHER BE IN SUCH A CRIPPLED CONDITION?! WHY IS HE UNABLE TO SUPPORT HIS OWN LIFE AND RELY ON THE SACRIFICE OF OTHERS TO SUSTAIN HIM?! ANSWER ME?!_

Lady Inquisitor Teras Garielle collapsed from the psychic message that tore through her mind, a fortress constructed through centuries of experience with Warp Sorcery and iron will. Even Greater Demons that were the physical and mental embodiment of the Chaos Gods had been unable to preach her mind so easily as the psychic presence that had swallowed and washed through her mind. The Inquisitor knew that she wasn't the only one to fall victim to the psychic message as something that powerful would've went impeded if someone of her calibre in the Warp Sorcery and mental strength was easily overwhelmed.

Had the psychic message been anything besides the one she had experienced then she have worried about the damnation of her soul and every other human soul that had been affected by the psychic message. Whoever was responsible, it bore none of the signs of Chaos; no matter how well concealed. Garielle peered in the Warp to ensure what she had felt was not an illusion. So pure had the psychic energy that was left in the wake of psychic message that the very Warp within several light minutes of the source had been utterly purged of unholy and foul presence of demons and demonic energies.

What she was detecting was something that she had sensed unlike anything she had. The Grey Knights whose Geneseed was said to come directly from the Emperor, or Saints, individuals blessed with fragments of the Emperor's holy might, or holy relics and sites dedicated in the His name. The holy presence Garielle detected was unlike anything that she had encountered. If the blessed humans and sacred relics/site was a candle of holy energy then the enemy before him was a forest fire. Only the Astronomican was the closest that she could compare and that was only because she as a Psyker could feel the Astronomican's presence in the Warp.

"Is this what it was like to stand before the Emperor? He's presence that was able to destroy all but the mightiest Greater Demons by just his presence." Garielle whispered to herself.

"By the Golden Throne?!"

"What was that?!"

"Was that the Emperor?"

"This is surely a sign that the treasure trove before us is the miracle of His work."

"He must've done that for a reason..."

Garielle could care less about the words that were being spoken around her. She shook herself out of her shock and assessed the situation. Deception was bread and butter of Chaos when it brute force was unlikely or impossible to succeed in taking territory of the Imperium. It wouldn't be far-fetched that if Chaos attempted to deceive them but falsely placing someone to seem like a son of the Emperor and then sew all kinds of death and destruction, Chaos had already done so something similar ten thousand years ago in the Horus Heresy by corrupting one of the sons of the Emperor and made him into the Arch Traitor.

"Dispatch for the Grey Knights at once. Tell them to secure the source of the psychic message and assess the situation." Garielle ordered.

- O -

_Son of the Anathema. We thought that all the Sons and Daughters of the Anathema had been eliminated or corrupted. No matter. You shall not live to to aid your father recover. We shall make sure of that. Enjoy your time in the Warp, unable to escape and become corrupted by the very essence of the Immaterium as you come to serve as. _

Every human, Imperial or not, in the area of the debris field trembled at the presence of the Four Chaos Gods themselves. They were completely unable to do anything that would become their fates as the Warp swallowed the debris field, Imperial starships and relics of the Golden Age. Only corruption and madness would've awaited them in the Warp were it not for the interference of another omnipotent power. A power that all humans within the Imperium worshipped.

_Foul Chaos Gods! You shall not take my son and loyal servants! I shall see to it! The Emperor Protects!_

* * *

><p><strong>What do you guys think? Hope you guys enjoyed it. Please leave your comments and criticism on the reviews. Follow and Favorite. I am encouraged to write by the number of Follows and Favourites so please tag this story!<strong>


End file.
